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for five days. On the twenty-eighth, clad in purple velvet and
with a scarf about her neck, she rode in public procession
through the crowded streets to the Tower. At certain places on
the route children welcomed her with speeches, at others there
was singing and playing with regals, and * such shooting of guns
as never was heard afore \ On 5 December she proceeded from
the Tower by water to Somerset House, 'with trumpets play-
ing, and melody and joy and comfort to all true English men
and women'. There she stayed until 23 December when she
moved to Whitehall for Christmas.

In these few weeks Elizabeth captured the devotion of the
City. * If ever any person/ wrote an annalist, * had either the gift
or the style to win the hearts of people, it was this Queen, and
if ever she did express the same it was at that present, in coupling
mildness with majesty as she did, and in stately stooping to the
meanest sort. All her faculties were in motion, and every motio a
seemed a well-guided action: her eye was set upon one, her ear
listened to another, her judgement ran upon a third, to a fourth
she addressed her speech; her spirit seemed to be everywhere,
and yet so entire in herself as it seemed to be nowhere else. Some
she pitied, some she commended, some she thanked, at others
she pleasantly and wittily jested, contemning no person, ne-
glecting no office, and distributing her smiles, looks, and graces
so artificially that thereupon the people again redoubled the
testimony of their joys, and afterwards, raising everything to
the highest strain, filled the ears of all men with immoderate
extolling their Prince.' That she could be delightfully uncon-
ventional was not the least of her charms. On one of these pro-
cessional occasions, spying at a window the Marquis of North-
ampton, Catherine Parr's brother, who was ill of a quartan ague,
she stopped her palfrey and was for a long while asking him
about his health in the most cordial way in the world. The only
true reason for this, so the querulous Feria told Philip, was that
he had been a great traitor to her sister.

As Elizabeth felt her hold on the throne becoming firmer
each week so she let her religious policy gradually unfold itself.
Her eye was on the leaders of the Catholic Church, the bishops